Russian Families

Wedding Eve
IT is a freezing winter night in Moscow. We are walking along the Boulevard
Serpuchovka. The wind cuts like a steel knife. Overhead, brilliant stars
stab the purple sky and beneath our feet the snow has swirled in eddies,
leaving wicked patches of black ice.
We walk briskly to keep warm, cautiously to prevent falling. Here
we turn right through this gateway into the snowbound gardens of a large
block of flats. It is late. The band has left the skating-rink and hardly
anyone is about. Look up at all those lighted windows. Three hundred
families live here with their hopes and sorrows, their difficulties and triumphs.
Gome in ... let's see for ourselves whaf s going on.
Now we have climbed up to the third landing . . . this will do. Here
are three flats . * . 309, 310, 311, Shall we go inside? As it happens it
is the night before Rest-day and most of the people who live on this landing
are gathered together in flat 309 to drink tea with the Pavlov family. This
happens often, for the Pavlov family are very hospitable and Mamma
Pavlova likes her neighbours.
Here we are in the sitting-room of the Pavlov flat. It is a big, spotlessly
clean room lighted by an ornamental hanging lamp covered in a shade of
frilled yellow silk. Heavy curtains are drawn across the double windows.
On the cream-coloured walls hang a few family photographs, and there
is a modest bookshelf in one corner, On the carved wooden sideboard is
a curious assortment of old and new china, and on the embroidered linen
table-cloth a shining metal samovar -is steaming away cheerfully. Perched
snugly on the top of the samovar is Mamma Pavlova's favourite teapotj
a handsome one of flowery pink china with a gold knob on the lid aad a
curly gold handle. It is only brought out on special occasions* This is
one of them ... it is the eve of the marriage of LudmiBa, her daughter.
There she is, with her husband-to-be, Sasha Vassiliev; they are sitting
side by side on the big ottoman looking as blissful as mating pigeons.
Ludmilla is just twenty and works in the local textile factory- Sfee is
sturdily built and athletic. She has a snub nose and a wide